though they have had too many bowls of bhang.
We ask Abdul Ghani to tell us something about
this mysterious beverage, and he explains that
bhang is cbaras mixed with water, milk, and sugar.
A large-sized tea-cup is a fair dose. It produces
a most unpleasant red-eyed form of intoxication,
with none of the brightening effects of charas or
the conviviality of wine. It is a stimulus to
crime ; under its influence a man remembers his
old grudges and develops new ones. It is the
murderer's drink. If that Provindah and Uzbeg
fail to pick a fight before they reach the Kabuli
Gate, it will be a miracle.

Some years ago there was a missionary living
in Peshawar who had a Mohammedan cook, so
the story runs. One day under the influence of
bbang9 the cook murdered the Rev. Isador
Lowenthal. In the graveyard outside the city
a tombstone marks the spot where he was buried.
Sandstorms and winter winds have obliterated
one of the lines of the epitaph, with the following
somewhat startling result :

HERE LIES THE BODY OF

THE REVEREND ISADOR LOWENTHAL

MURDERED BY His COOK

"WELL DONE THOU GOOD AND FAITHFUL SERVANT."
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